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Chapter 1: The Gated Arrival

Theodore stood at the wrought iron gates of St. Margarethe's, suitcase heavy in his grip, the afternoon sun warming the back of his neck. His heart hammered against his ribs. The Beaux-Arts mansion rose before him like something out of a forgotten century, all pale stone and tall windows that reflected the sky. He was twenty-eight but felt smaller under the building's shadow, lean frame tense in his plain button-down and slacks. Defiance simmered in his chest. This was ridiculous. A mistake. His aunt had explained the will's terms with clinical detachment, but he had not believed it until now.

A tall woman appeared at the top of the grand staircase. Silver streaks gleamed in her dark hair pulled into a tight chignon. She wore a charcoal pencil suit that hugged her mature curves, and black leather opera gloves stretched up her forearms. Madame Solène. Even from a distance her posture commanded the space around her.

" Theodore. Come inside," she called, her voice carrying a refined French accent. No welcome. Only expectation.

He followed her through the heavy oak doors. The entrance hall smelled of lemon polish and old wood. His footsteps echoed. Solène did not speak again until they reached her office on the second floor, a room lined with bookshelves and a large oak desk. She closed the door with a soft click.

"Remove your clothes," she said calmly.

Theodore's stomach twisted. "Excuse me? I'm not doing this. There must be another way to satisfy the trust."

Solène's eyes, cool and assessing, fixed on him. She stepped closer. The leather of her gloves creaked faintly as she flexed her fingers. "You will address me as Madame Solène, and you will thank me for every correction. This is not a negotiation. Your father's will is clear. Strip. Now."

His hands shook as he unbuttoned his shirt. Humiliation burned in his cheeks. He was lean, almost delicate for a man, with smooth skin and narrow hips. When he stood in only his boxer briefs, Solène circled him slowly. Her gaze lingered on his soft jawline, his shoulder-length chestnut hair, the way his body lacked the usual male bulk.

"Those too," she ordered.

Theodore hesitated. Solène's gloved hand came to rest on his shoulder. The leather felt cool and smooth against his bare skin. He pushed his briefs down. Cool air brushed his exposed cock and balls. He fought the urge to cover himself.

Solène opened a large wardrobe. Inside hung rows of girls' uniforms. She selected a white blouse, a pleated tartan skirt in deep greens and blues, white knee socks, and black Mary Janes with low heels. "These are regulation. You will wear them every day."

She approached with the blouse first. Theodore stood rigid as she slipped it over his arms. The fabric was crisp and cool against his chest. His nipples tightened from the sudden change in temperature. Solène buttoned it with deliberate slowness, her leather-covered fingers brushing his skin. Each touch sent unwelcome sparks through him.

"This is insane," he muttered.

"Quiet." She reached for the skirt next. The starched fabric rustled as she held it open for him to step into. Theodore obeyed, cheeks flaming. She pulled it up his legs and settled it around his waist. The tight waistband constricted around his middle, forcing his posture straighter. The pleated hem brushed mid-thigh, lighter than he expected, swaying with every small shift of his weight.

The cool silk lining of the skirt slid against his bare cock. The sensation was shocking. Soft, teasing fabric where nothing should touch him so intimately. His body reacted despite his mind's protests. Blood flowed downward. His cock began to thicken and rise, lifting the front of the tartan skirt slightly.

Solène noticed immediately. A small, knowing smile curved her lips. "How predictable. The body betrays even the most resistant mind."

She did not stop. Instead she continued dressing him. White knee socks slid up his calves, smooth and snug. The leather of her gloves traced the back of his knees as she adjusted them. Theodore's breathing grew ragged. The weight of the pleated skirt swayed against his now fully hard cock, the silk rubbing with every nervous shift.

"Madame Solène," he said, voice strained, "please. This isn't right."

"You will thank me," she reminded him. Her gloved hand slipped under the hem of the skirt. Cool leather wrapped around his shaft. Theodore gasped. The contrast between the soft silk skirt and the firm leather grip made his knees weak.

Solène stroked him slowly, deliberately. Her grip was confident, experienced. She pumped his cock with steady rhythm while her other hand adjusted the blouse collar. "Look at you. Already leaking for your new uniform."

Pre-cum smeared across the leather as she worked him. Theodore's hips twitched forward involuntarily. Shame flooded him, but the pleasure was sharper, pulling him under. The rustle of the starched pleats filled the room every time she stroked. The tight waistband kept him upright, forcing him to feel every sway of the feminine garment.

He tried to fight it. "I don't want this."

"Your cock says otherwise." Solène increased her pace. Her thumb circled the sensitive head, spreading slickness. The leather made wet sounds as she jerked him faster. Theodore's balls tightened. Heat built low in his belly.

Psychological resistance crumbled under the relentless stroking. He was standing in a girls' school uniform, hard and leaking while a woman old enough to be his superior controlled him completely. The realization only made him throb harder in her grip.

Solène leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "Thank me for the correction."

"Thank you, Madame Solène," he choked out.

"Good girl."

The words pushed him over. Theodore's entire body tensed. His cock pulsed in her leather fist. Thick spurts of cum shot from him, splattering the inside of the tartan skirt and dripping down his thighs. He moaned openly, hips jerking as orgasm tore through him. Wave after wave drained his balls, leaving visible streaks of white on the dark pleats. His knees nearly buckled.

Solène milked every drop, then withdrew her hand. She wiped the excess cum onto his blouse without ceremony. "There. Your first lesson is complete. Your body already understands its place."

Theodore stood panting, cum cooling on his skin beneath the uniform. The weight of the pleated skirt felt heavier now, soaked in places. The silk lining clung wetly to his softening cock. Humiliation mixed with the afterglow, creating a dangerous, addictive haze.

Solène stepped back and turned him toward the full-length mirror on the wall. The reflection showed a pretty, androgynous figure in a proper girls' school uniform. Shoulder-length chestnut hair framed a soft face. The blouse hugged his chest. The skirt flared gently over narrow hips. White knee socks and black shoes completed the image. He looked disturbingly natural.

"No escape," he whispered to his reflection. The words settled heavy in his chest. This was real. The trust, the school, Solène's control. All of it.

Solène's gloved hand rested on his shoulder again. "Tomorrow your real classes begin. The girls are waiting to meet their new classmate. I expect perfect behavior. Or there will be more corrections."

Theodore swallowed hard, still tasting the shame of his orgasm. Outside the office windows, the mansion grounds stretched wide and isolating. He realized with sinking clarity that the gates had closed behind him the moment he stepped inside. There was no leaving as the man he had been.


Chapter 2: Among the Real Girls

The dormitory wing hummed with feminine energy as Theodore stood pressed against the far wall, heart pounding. Seven girls in identical pleated tartan skirts moved around him, unpacking bags and chatting in light voices. His own skirt felt impossibly short, the fabric swishing against his thighs with every tiny shift. Public shame flushed hot across his chest and neck, turning his skin pink beneath the white blouse. He tried to shrink smaller, crossing his arms, but the motion only made the pleats sway more noticeably.

The girls knew. Their glances lingered too long on his smooth legs, his shoulder-length chestnut hair, the soft lines of his face. Whispers started immediately.

"New girl?" one with dark curls asked, tilting her head. Giggling whispers rippled through the group.

Theodore's cheeks burned hotter. The swish of fabric while walking had followed him all the way from Solène's office, a constant reminder of his exposure. Each step made the silk lining caress his bare cock, keeping him half-hard despite the humiliation.

Inside, panic clawed at him. Yesterday he had arrived as a man. Today he was displayed like this among actual women. His body betrayed him again, the gentle friction of the skirt turning discomfort into reluctant arousal. He hated how natural the uniform felt on his androgynous frame, how the knee socks hugged his calves. Part of him wanted to run, but the trust terms locked him here. Solène's control already ran deeper than he expected.

"Line up for morning inspection," a sharp voice commanded from the doorway.

Madame Solène entered, her charcoal pencil suit impeccable, leather opera gloves gleaming. The girls straightened instantly. Theodore copied them awkwardly, cheeks still flushed.

Solène's gaze swept over the group and settled on him. "Theodore. You will participate fully today. Blend in, or I will make an example of you in front of everyone."

The first class was etiquette and posture in the grand ballroom. Theodore sat at a desk among the girls, feeling their eyes on him. Every time he moved, the skirt flipped slightly, exposing more thigh. A blonde girl next to him reached over during a writing exercise and flipped his hem higher, exposing the curve of his ass cheek. Giggling whispers broke out again.

"Quiet," Solène warned from the front, but her eyes held dark amusement.

Theodore's flush deepened into burning embarrassment. The public exposure made his cock twitch visibly under the tartan. He pressed his thighs together, but that only increased the silky pressure.

After the first session, Solène pulled him aside into an alcove off the main hallway while the girls moved to language lab. "You are drawing too much attention. Correct this now."

She pushed him against the wall, her leather-gloved hand sliding under his skirt without warning. Theodore gasped as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, already stiff from the morning's teasing.

"Madame Solène, the girls are right outside," he protested in a whisper.

"Then stay silent." Her grip tightened, pumping his dick with firm, experienced strokes. The leather felt cool and slick against his heated skin. Pre-cum leaked steadily, coating her glove and making wet sounds with each upward pull.

Theodore's mind spun. This was too risky. Anyone could walk past. Yet the danger only sharpened the pleasure. Solène's silver-streaked chignon stayed perfectly in place as she worked him, her body pressing close enough that he smelled her subtle jasmine scent mixed with leather.

"You are learning quickly," she murmured, thumb circling the swollen head of his cock. "Feel how your body craves the skirt. Craves my control."

His hips jerked into her fist. The swish of his pleats accompanied every thrust. Shame warred with raw need. He was being jerked off in a hallway like a naughty schoolgirl while real girls attended class nearby. The psychological weight pushed him closer to the edge.

Solène stroked faster, twisting her wrist at the top. His balls drew tight. Heat coiled low in his gut, spreading through his thighs.

"Give it to me," she ordered softly.

Theodore shuddered hard. His cock pulsed in her leather grip, shooting thick jets of cum across the inside of his skirt and onto the floor. Spurts drained from his shaft in heavy pulses, splattering warm and sticky against his thighs. He bit his lip to stay quiet, body shaking through the full release as she milked every drop.

When it ended, Solène wiped her glove on his blouse. "Clean that up later. Now return to class. The girls are waiting."

Theodore's legs felt unsteady as he rejoined the group in the language lab. The wet patches inside his skirt clung uncomfortably, a secret reminder with every step. The girls noticed his disheveled state immediately. Their teasing intensified.

During paired conversation practice, the bold dark-haired girl from the dormitory, named Clara, leaned close. "You smell like fresh cum, sissy. Did Madame give you a quick lesson?"

Her hand disappeared under his desk, fingers tracing the cum-streaked skin of his inner thigh. Theodore froze. The flush of public shame returned stronger, yet his spent cock gave a weak twitch.

The rest of the morning classes blurred into a haze of whispered taunts and subtle skirt flips. In dance preparation, Clara paired with him deliberately, pressing her body close during basic steps. Her fingers brushed his ass under the pretense of correcting posture.

By lunch in the dining hall, Theodore sat surrounded by the seven girls. Solène presided at the head table, watching. The swish of fabric seemed louder in the open space as he crossed his legs carefully.

Clara leaned in again during dessert. "You handled the hallway well. I saw everything from the corridor."

Theodore's stomach dropped. She had watched.

The afternoon deportment session pushed him further. Solène made him demonstrate proper walking in front of everyone. Each step brought fresh giggles and flips of his hem. The sensory overload of eyes on him, the constant fabric movement, and the drying cum on his skin left him dizzy with conflicting emotions.

After the final bell, back in the dormitory as evening light filtered through tall windows, the girls surrounded him more openly. Clara pushed him gently onto his bed, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"You owe us a better show than what Madame got," she said. The other girls watched with eager interest.

Before Theodore could protest, Clara hiked up his skirt and took his cock into her warm mouth. The sudden wet heat shocked him. She sucked greedily, tongue swirling around the shaft while her hand pumped the base. The taste of his earlier release lingered on his skin, but she did not care.

Moans escaped him despite himself. The other girls whispered encouragement, one holding his blouse open to pinch his nipples. The combination of mouths, hands, and watching eyes overwhelmed him.

Clara bobbed faster, taking him deep into her throat. Wet sucking sounds filled the dorm room. Theodore's hips bucked. Fresh arousal built quickly after the earlier draining.

"I'm going to cum," he warned, voice breaking.

Clara pulled back slightly, stroking him rapidly with her lips sealed around the head. The explosion hit hard. His dick jerked, pumping hot streams of cum directly into her mouth. She swallowed visibly, some excess spilling from the corners of her lips and dripping down her chin. Theodore shuddered, emptying himself completely as the girls watched with hungry eyes.

Clara licked her lips clean and smiled up at him. "That was nice. But I promise more fun after lights out. Much more. Sleep tight, sissy."

Theodore lay back on his bed, uniform disheveled, body spent, and mind reeling from the day's exposures. The mansion felt smaller, the girls bolder, and Solène's influence already reshaping everything around him. No escape seemed possible anymore.


Chapter 3: Deportment Discipline

The afternoon light slanted through tall windows of the deportment studio as Theodore balanced two heavy books on his head. His calves already burned from the high heels forced upon him that morning, each step sending sharp fire up his legs. The pleated skirt swayed with every tiny correction of his posture, the fabric swishing softly against freshly shaved thighs. Sweat gathered at the small of his back beneath the white blouse. His shoulders ached from holding them back, and every breath felt shallow.

Solène circled him slowly, ruler tapping against her leather opera glove. "Lift your chin. Shoulders down. You are sore because your body resists what it must become."

Theodore's jaw tightened. The restricted breathing from the light practice corset she had laced him into earlier pressed on his ribs like a constant reminder of control. New tension built in his chest, a deep muscular squeeze that made his heart work harder. He hated how the burn in his calves mixed with the gentle caress of silk against his cock, keeping him semi-hard despite the pain. His mind rebelled fiercely. This was not him. Yet his androgynous frame moved with surprising natural grace, betraying every protest.

" Madame Solène, my legs are killing me," he said through gritted teeth. The books wobbled.

She stopped in front of him. "A proper girl moves with grace, even when it hurts." Her ruler cracked sharply across his outer thigh. The sting bloomed hot and immediate.

He hissed but steadied the books. The smack echoed in the empty studio, a crisp sound that cut through the quiet air.

Solène continued the lesson for twenty more minutes, issuing commands while delivering occasional ruler smacks to correct his form. Each strike landed on his thighs or the curve of his ass beneath the skirt, leaving red marks that throbbed in time with his heartbeat. The new layer of sensation overwhelmed him, the sharp leather-scented sting blending with the warm ache in his muscles and the cool air on exposed skin when his hem flipped up.

When the books finally slipped and crashed to the floor, Solène shook her head. "We are not finished. Come here."

She led him to a padded bench near the mirrored wall. Theodore's legs trembled as he walked, the burn in his calves intensifying with each step. The tight corset restricted his breathing further, forcing shallow pants that made his head feel light. In the mirror he caught his reflection: flushed cheeks, soft hazel eyes wide with strain, chestnut hair slightly disheveled. He looked disturbingly feminine already.

Solène unlaced the practice corset only to replace it with a stricter one. She stood behind him, pulling the laces with firm, practiced tugs. The boning compressed his waist dramatically, pushing his chest forward and forcing his spine into an exaggerated arch. The leather and fabric creaked as she tightened it further. Each pull squeezed the air from his lungs, creating a new, intense pressure that traveled down to his groin.

"Too tight," he gasped.

" Breathe through it." She tied off the laces and ran her gloved hands down his now cinched sides. "This is what proper posture demands."

Theodore's interior world fractured under the constriction. Humiliation flooded him at how the corset reshaped his lean body into an hourglass silhouette, accentuating his narrow hips and making the pleated skirt flare dramatically. His cock strained harder against the silk lining, trapped and throbbing. Part of him wanted to rip it all off and run, but the trust's legal chains and Solène's commanding presence held him rooted. Worse, a dark thrill pulsed beneath the discomfort, his body learning to associate the restriction with growing arousal.

"Walk the length of the room again," she ordered. "Ten times. Books on head. No dropping them."

He obeyed. The combination of burning calves, restricted breathing, and the swish of fabric created a dizzying symphony of sensations. Ruler smacks corrected every flaw. By the fifth lap his thighs glowed red and his cock leaked steadily, leaving a wet spot on the front of his skirt.

Solène watched from the side, her silver-streaked chignon catching the light. After the tenth lap she approached and pressed him down onto the bench, face toward the mirror. "You performed adequately. Now you earn a reward for your effort."

She hiked up his pleated skirt and freed his aching dick. Her leather-gloved hand wrapped around the shaft, cool and firm. Theodore moaned at the contact. She stroked him with slow, deliberate pulls while her other hand pressed on the small of his back, keeping him arched in the corset.

"Look at yourself," she commanded.

In the mirror he saw a feminized figure in full uniform, corseted waist pulled tight, skirt bunched around his hips, cock standing rigid and leaking. The sight deepened his shame and excitement.

Solène pumped faster, twisting at the head. The leather slid smoothly over his slick skin, producing wet sounds that filled the studio. His balls tightened as pressure built rapidly. The restricted breathing made every sensation sharper, the burn in his calves pulsing in time with her strokes.

"Thank me for the discipline," she said, squeezing the base.

"Thank you, Madame Solène," he panted.

She rewarded him by speeding up, her grip relentless. Theodore's hips bucked despite the corset's hold. Heat exploded through him. His dick pulsed violently in her fist, shooting thick streams of cum across the bench and onto the polished floor. Spurts kept coming, draining his shaft in heavy, visible jets that splattered messily. He shuddered hard through the release, moaning openly as the orgasm ripped through his corseted body.

Solène continued milking him until every drop spilled, then wiped her glove clean on his thigh. The relationship between them shifted in that moment. Theodore felt her control sink deeper, no longer just external rules but something reshaping his responses. The trust's conditions now felt more real, more permanent, as his body learned to crave her corrections.

She helped him stand on shaky legs, adjusting his skirt back into place. The wet patches clung coldly to his skin. His calves still burned and the corset kept his breathing tight, but a strange warmth spread through his chest at her attention.

As they stood before the mirror, Solène leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. Her whisper carried quiet satisfaction. "Very good, my promising student."

An unexpected shiver ran through Theodore at her approval, traveling down his spine and stirring fresh interest despite his recent climax. The sensation left him unsettled, a crack in his remaining resistance widening further.


Chapter 4: Silken Voice

Theodore sat alone in the small elocution chamber, repeating the same phrases over and over until his throat felt raw. "The rain in Spain falls mainly on the plain." His voice cracked lower than he wanted, still carrying that masculine edge no matter how hard he tried to soften it. Frustration boiled inside him. Each attempt sounded ridiculous, like a man play-acting rather than becoming something delicate. The uniform skirt clung to his thighs, a constant reminder of how far he had already fallen in just a few days.

The door opened behind him. Solène entered carrying a small wooden box, her leather opera gloves creaking softly as she set it on the table. Her silver-streaked chignon caught the light from the tall window. She wore her usual charcoal pencil suit that accentuated her mature, commanding figure.

"Again," she said without greeting. "Softer this time. Higher."

He tried once more. The words came out strained and unnatural. Solène moved behind his chair, her presence filling the room. She placed her gloved fingers lightly on his throat, the cool leather pressing against his skin. Her breath ghosted across the back of his neck as she leaned in close.

"Feel the vibration here," she murmured. "Raise it. Speak like the delicate flower you are becoming."

Theodore shivered at the contact. Her fingers traced his Adam's apple with gentle pressure, guiding the pitch upward. The sensation of her leather gloves on his bare skin sent sparks down his spine. He repeated the sentence, and this time it emerged lighter, breathier. Shame flooded him at how easily she could reshape even his voice.

"Again," she commanded, her breath warm against his ear.

He obeyed, but his mind rebelled fiercely. This was emasculating beyond the uniform and the public teasing. His natural speaking voice was being erased lesson by lesson, replaced by something soft and feminine that made his stomach twist. Yet his cock stirred beneath the pleated skirt, responding to her proximity and control. The betrayal of his body only deepened his inner conflict. How much more would she take from him before the trust finally vested?

Solène circled to face him, her eyes assessing. "Your tone still carries resistance. We will correct that now."

She opened the wooden box and removed a sleek black strap-on harness with a thick, realistic silicone cock attached. Theodore's eyes widened. The phallus was veined and heavy-looking, already glistening with lube she applied generously.

"Madame Solène, wait," he protested. "This is voice training, not…"

She silenced him with a raised gloved finger. "Every part of you will learn feminine grace. Bend over the table."

He hesitated only a moment before complying, the corset from previous training still lightly compressing his waist. The cool wood of the table pressed against his chest as he bent forward. Solène hiked up his tartan skirt and pulled his panties down to his knees. Cool air kissed his exposed ass.

Her leather-gloved hands spread his cheeks. One finger, slick with extra lube, circled his tight hole before pushing inside. Theodore gasped at the invasion. She worked the finger deeper, stretching him with slow, deliberate motions while her other hand stroked his back soothingly.

"Relax your throat and your body," she instructed. "Breathe and repeat after me. I am Madame's good girl."

"I am Madame's good girl," he echoed, voice shaking as her finger curled inside him, brushing a sensitive spot that made his cock leak onto the floor.

Solène added a second finger, scissoring them to open him further. The stretch burned pleasantly, mixing with the leather scent of her gloves and the faint jasmine of her perfume. The new layer of intimate pressure made his head spin. His hole clenched around her fingers despite himself, body surrendering faster than his mind could follow.

After several minutes of preparation, she withdrew and positioned the thick head of the strap-on against his entrance. "Speak clearly while I fuck you. Do not drop the pitch."

Theodore gripped the edges of the table as she pushed forward. The fat cockhead popped past his ring, stretching him wide. He moaned, the sound coming out higher than usual. Solène sank deeper in one smooth thrust, bottoming out until her hips pressed against his ass. The fullness was overwhelming, the veined shaft rubbing his inner walls with every tiny shift.

"Fuck," he breathed, voice cracking into a softer register.

"Proper sentence," she corrected, pulling back almost to the tip before driving in again. The thrust was firm and deep, the silicone cock plowing into his ass with steady rhythm.

"I am Madame's good girl," he repeated, the words interrupted by gasps as she fucked him harder. Each stroke dragged across his prostate, sending jolts of sharp pleasure through his body. The leather of her gloves gripped his hips tightly as she railed him, the wet sounds of lube and flesh filling the chamber.

Solène leaned over him, her breath hot on his neck. "Louder. Delicate. Like the flower you are becoming."

The penetration intensified. She pounded his ass with long, powerful strokes, the thick dick splitting him open and filling him completely on every thrust. Theodore's own cock hung heavy and dripping beneath him, untouched but throbbing wildly. The restricted posture and constant prostate pressure built an intense pressure inside him.

His voice grew softer, breathier with each repetition. "I am Madame's good girl." The feminine tone mixed with moans as she railed him without mercy. The burn in his stretched hole blended with waves of pleasure that made his balls tighten.

Solène reached around and stroked his shaft in time with her deep thrusts. The dual sensation pushed him over the edge rapidly. His hole clenched around the pounding cock as orgasm crashed through him. His dick pulsed hard in her gloved hand, pumping thick jets of cum onto the floor in heavy, visible spurts. He cried out in that new, higher register, body shuddering as she continued fucking him through the climax, milking every drop from his shaft while the strap-on plowed deep into his ass.

Even after he finished spilling, Solène kept thrusting for several more minutes, drawing out his sensitivity until he whimpered. She finally pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube. The relationship had shifted again. Theodore felt her influence sinking into his voice, his body, and now his most private responses. The other corrected sons she had trained before him felt more real, their fates a warning of how completely she could remake someone.

She helped him stand and adjust his skirt. His legs trembled. The emasculation felt deeper now, his voice permanently altered in pitch during moments of pleasure. Yet a strange warmth accompanied the shame, a craving for her next correction.

Solène cupped his chin, forcing his gaze to hers. "Excellent progress today."

Without thinking, Theodore bent his knees and performed a small, instinctive curtsy. The motion came naturally after the intense session. He caught himself mid-movement, cheeks burning with fresh humiliation as the realization hit him fully. The feminine gesture had happened automatically, sealing the lesson in his muscle memory.


Chapter 5: Waltz of Submission

The grand ballroom doors swung open as the waltz music swelled from the old gramophone in the corner. Theodore stood at the threshold, heart racing, his pleated tartan skirt brushing his thighs. The seven girls already paired off gracefully across the polished floor, their movements fluid and confident. Anxiety twisted in his gut. He had never danced like this, certainly not in heels and a skirt that swirled with every step. The thought of being paired with one of the real girls, their knowing smirks and wandering hands, made his skin prickle.

Solène appeared beside him, her firm hand settling on his lower back. The pressure guided him forward into the room. "You will not hide today. Follow my lead."

The music filled the space, strings and piano notes echoing off high ceilings. Theodore's calves still carried a faint burn from previous training, but the new sensation of the swirling skirt dominated as Solène pulled him into position. Her body pressed close, one hand gripping his waist with commanding strength while the other held his raised hand. The firm hand on his waist sent heat spreading through his core. Her mature curves molded against his lean frame, the charcoal fabric of her suit contrasting with his soft blouse.

They began to move. Solène led with precise steps, forcing Theodore to follow. Each turn made the pleated skirt swirl around his legs, the silk lining caressing his cock in teasing waves. The body contact was constant, her thigh brushing between his, her breasts pressing against his chest on the closer turns. Sweat beaded on his neck as he struggled to match her grace.

"I feel ridiculous," he muttered during a brief pause in the music.

Solène's grip tightened on his waist. "You were made to follow, my pretty little thing. Stop fighting the music and surrender to it."

He swallowed hard. The scent of her jasmine perfume mixed with the faint polish of the wooden floor created an intoxicating new layer that clouded his thoughts. His body responded against his will, cock thickening beneath the skirt from the constant swirling fabric and her controlling hold. The emasculation ran deep. Days ago he arrived as a man. Now he glided across the floor in girls' uniform, led like a doll by a woman twice his experience.

The other girls watched openly as Solène spun him faster. Their giggles blended with the music. Theodore's cheeks flushed hot. Yet he moved with surprising natural elegance, his androgynous frame adapting to the rhythm despite his protests. The swirling skirt sensation became hypnotic, each twirl lifting the hem and exposing more thigh.

After twenty minutes of group practice, Solène dismissed the girls early. "Private instruction for our newest student. Leave us."

The room emptied. The gramophone continued playing a slower waltz. Solène pulled Theodore closer, bodies flush together. Her hand slid lower on his back, fingers digging into the curve above his ass. The firm contact made his breath hitch. They danced alone now, the music slower, more intimate. Her thigh pressed deliberately between his legs, rubbing against his growing erection with each step.

"You improve quickly," she said, lips near his ear. "But true submission comes when you stop thinking and simply follow."

Theodore's mind spun. Resistance warred with the building arousal. Her control felt heavier each day, reshaping not just his clothes and voice but the way his body craved her touch. Following her lead in the dance mirrored the larger surrender the trust demanded. His cock throbbed against her thigh through the thin layers of fabric. The swirling skirt kept brushing his sensitive skin, heightening everything.

Solène stopped dancing abruptly. She guided him backward until his hips met the edge of the grand piano. Without warning, she turned him around, bending him forward over the polished surface. The wood felt cool against his chest through the blouse. She flipped up his skirt and yanked his panties aside.

"Stay in position," she ordered.

Theodore heard the rustle of fabric as Solène retrieved the strap-on harness from a nearby cabinet. She had come prepared. Cool lube dripped between his cheeks, followed by her gloved fingers working it into his hole. Two fingers pushed deep, stretching him with firm scissoring motions. The leather on skin created delicious friction inside him.

"Madame Solène, here? What if someone returns?" he gasped.

"They will see exactly what you are becoming." She added a third finger, pumping them steadily. His hole relaxed under the insistent preparation, prostate swelling with each pass.

She withdrew her fingers and replaced them with the thick head of the strap-on. Theodore gripped the piano edge as she drove forward. The wide cock stretched his asshole open, sinking inch by inch until her hips met his ass. The fullness made him moan, the sound echoing in the empty ballroom.

Solène began fucking him with deep, controlled strokes. Each thrust pushed the silicone dick to the hilt, bottoming out against his prostate. The pounding rhythm built quickly, wet slapping sounds mixing with the distant waltz music. Her hands gripped his cinched waist, pulling him back onto the cock with every forward drive.

"You were made to follow," she repeated, voice low and commanding as she railed him harder. The strap-on plowed his ass relentlessly, splitting him open and filling him completely. Theodore's own dick pressed trapped against the piano, leaking steadily onto the wood.

The pressure inside built to an unbearable peak. His hole clenched around the thrusting shaft as orgasm exploded through him. His cock pulsed violently, shooting thick jets of cum across the piano surface in heavy, visible spurts that splattered and dripped down the dark wood. Wave after wave drained from his shaft while Solène continued pounding through his climax, drawing out every shudder and moan. His legs shook, ass taking every deep stroke as the release left him gasping.

She finally slowed, pulling out with a wet sound. Lube leaked from his used hole down his thighs. Theodore remained bent over the piano, body trembling, uniform disheveled. The dance lesson had transformed into something far more intimate. Solène's dominance now extended into the public spaces of the school, making his submission feel less contained and more permanent. The other girls and the staff would sense the change. His place in this world narrowed further with each lesson.

Solène helped him straighten, adjusting his skirt with careful hands. She ran her gloved fingers along his jaw, then let them linger on his neck. The touch stayed longer than necessary, warm and possessive. Theodore felt the confusion swirl inside him, arousal still simmering beneath the exhaustion. That lingering contact left him unsteady, craving more even as shame burned in his chest.


Chapter 6: Lace and Secrets

The heavy oak door clicked shut behind Theodore as he stood alone in Madame Solène's private quarters. Afternoon light filtered through lace curtains, casting soft patterns across the antique furniture and the large vanity table covered with cosmetics and delicate undergarments. The air carried a faint scent of jasmine and powder. He shifted nervously in his school uniform, the pleated skirt brushing his thighs. Being summoned here alone felt more intimate and dangerous than any public class.

Solène entered from an adjoining room, her charcoal pencil suit hugging her mature figure. She carried a silk robe and a selection of fine lingerie. "Remove everything except your knee socks. We begin the advanced fitting."

Theodore complied slowly, folding his blouse and skirt with trembling hands. Standing naked except for the white knee socks, he felt exposed under her clinical gaze. Solène guided him to the vanity chair. She picked up a powder puff and dabbed it across his face and neck. The soft puff left a light, scented veil on his skin, cool and velvety.

"Close your eyes," she instructed. Her leather-gloved fingers tilted his chin upward.

The powder puff glided over his cheeks, then his chest, dusting his nipples until they tightened. The new texture felt incredibly intimate. Theodore's breathing deepened. This private space, filled with her personal belongings, made the transformation feel more permanent. His mind raced with resistance even as his body responded to the gentle touches. How many other soft heirs had sat in this exact chair before him?

Solène selected a tube of deep red lipstick. She applied it to his lips with slow, careful strokes. The creamy texture coated his mouth, smooth and slightly sweet. He tasted the faint berry flavor as she worked it evenly across his lower lip, then the upper. "Part your lips slightly. Good."

" Madame Solène, this feels too much," he said, voice still carrying traces of his elocution training. "I can barely recognize myself anymore."

She smiled faintly, continuing the application. "Look how beautifully you blush for me. The color suits your new face perfectly."

Theodore glanced in the mirror. His soft jawline appeared even more delicate with the red lips. Shame burned hot in his chest, yet a traitorous warmth spread lower. Solène set the lipstick aside and picked up a pair of sheer black stockings. She rolled one up his leg with deliberate care. The smooth nylon glided over his skin, cool and silky, hugging every contour from ankle to thigh. She fastened the second one with garter clips, her gloved fingers brushing the sensitive inner skin near his groin.

The sensation of nylon on his legs combined with the lipstick's weight on his mouth created an overwhelming feminine layer. Theodore's cock stirred despite his efforts to remain detached. The private nature of the session stripped away the last public barriers. He was no longer just performing for classes. This was Solène claiming his body in her personal domain.

She helped him into a delicate black lace bra and matching panties. The lace cups pressed lightly against his chest while the panties cradled his growing erection. Solène adjusted the straps, her hands lingering. "Stand and turn for me."

Theodore obeyed. The nylon whispered against his thighs with each movement. Solène retrieved her strap-on harness from a drawer. The thick silicone cock already gleamed with fresh lube. She bent him forward over the vanity table, his made-up face reflected in the mirror inches away.

"Watch yourself," she commanded, pulling the lace panties aside. Her gloved fingers spread his cheeks and worked cool lube into his hole. Two fingers pushed deep, stretching him open with steady scissoring. Theodore moaned softly, the red lipstick making his parted lips look obscenely feminine in the reflection.

Solène positioned the thick head at his entrance and thrust forward. The wide cock split his asshole open, sinking halfway in one smooth motion. Theodore gripped the table edge as she drove deeper, filling him completely until her hips pressed flush against his ass. The fullness overwhelmed him, the veined shaft pressing hard on his prostate.

She began fucking him with long, powerful strokes. Each thrust made the lace bra shift against his skin and the nylon stockings rub together. The wet sounds of the pounding filled the quiet room. Solène gripped his cinched waist, railing him harder over the vanity. "Take every inch like the delicate flower you are becoming."

Theodore's reflection showed his red lips parted in moans, eyes glassy with pleasure and shame. His cock strained against the lace panties, leaking steadily. The deep anal fucking built intense pressure inside him. Solène reached around and freed his dick from the delicate fabric, stroking it firmly in time with her thrusts.

The dual sensation pushed him over the edge. His hole clenched tight around the pounding silicone cock as climax hit. His shaft pulsed hard in her gloved hand, pumping thick jets of cum onto the vanity surface in heavy, visible spurts that splashed across the polished wood. Wave after wave drained from him while Solène continued plowing his ass through the orgasm, bottoming out with every stroke and drawing out his shudders until he whimpered.

She slowed gradually, pulling out with a wet pop. Lube and traces of his release leaked from his stretched hole down his nylon-covered thighs. Theodore remained bent over, breathing ragged, makeup slightly smudged. The session had deepened her hold. In her private quarters, away from the other girls and formal classes, Solène's control felt absolute. The trust's conditions now seemed secondary to her personal reshaping of him. He understood better why none of the previous corrected sons had returned to male life.

Solène helped him stand and adjusted the lace panties back into place. The fabric settled over his spent cock. As she ran her gloved fingers along his made-up cheek, Theodore felt the first stirrings of unwanted excitement returning beneath the delicate lace. His body craved more already, betraying him completely in the quiet intimacy of her rooms.


Chapter 7: Petticoat Punishment

Theodore stood rigid in the center of the smaller assembly hall, fists clenched at his sides. A handful of selected girls sat in a semicircle on wooden chairs, their eyes bright with anticipation. The afternoon light streamed through high windows, illuminating the polished floor where he had been ordered to wait. His small act of defiance earlier in etiquette class, a muttered protest against a particularly humiliating posture exercise, had brought him here.

Madame Solène entered, ruler in one leather-gloved hand. The silver streaks in her chignon gleamed as she positioned herself beside him. "You chose rebellion today, Theodore. Now you will learn the cost in front of witnesses."

The girls leaned forward. Clara, the bold dark-haired one from the dormitory, smiled with particular interest. The air felt thick with their collective gaze. Theodore's cheeks already burned with the promise of exposure. His pleated skirt suddenly felt far too short.

"I only said it was too strict," he protested, voice carrying the softer tone from elocution training. "This is unnecessary."

Solène's eyes narrowed. "A proper girl moves with grace, even when it hurts. You will thank me for teaching you your place. Bend over the punishment bench."

Theodore hesitated. Two girls rose to assist, gripping his arms and guiding him forward. The padded bench waited near the front. He bent over it, heart hammering. Solène flipped up his tartan skirt with deliberate slowness, exposing his lace panties to the watching eyes. A collective murmur rippled through the small crowd. Bare bottom exposure hit like cold water. Cool air kissed his cheeks as she pulled the delicate fabric down to his knees.

The sting came swiftly. Solène's leather-gloved hand cracked across his right cheek with sharp precision. The impact sent heat blooming across his skin, followed by a deeper burn. Another smack landed on the left, then several more in quick succession. Each strike echoed in the room, accompanied by the soft gasps and whispers of the girls. Tears pricked at Theodore's eyes from the accumulating pain and humiliation.

The sensory overload was intense. The repeated sting of leather glove on bare flesh mixed with the sound of shifting chairs as the audience leaned closer. His ass grew hot and tender under the assault. Tears of humiliation slipped down his cheeks, leaving salty trails that he tasted when they reached his lips. The public nature amplified everything. These were not anonymous classmates anymore. They knew his secret, and now they witnessed his breaking.

"Madame Solène, please," he gasped between strikes. "Not in front of them."

"Quiet. They are here to learn what happens to rebellious girls." Her hand came down harder, alternating cheeks in a steady rhythm. The burn deepened into a throbbing glow that spread through his thighs. His cock, traitorously, began to harden against the bench despite the pain.

Clara spoke from the front row. "His skin marks so prettily, Madame. Look how he twitches."

Solène paused, rubbing her gloved palm over the reddened flesh. "Indeed. This is necessary correction. Theodore, address your audience."

Theodore's voice shook. "Thank you for the punishment."

The girls giggled. Solène delivered ten more firm smacks, each one drawing fresh tears and soft cries from him. By the end, his ass felt swollen and fiery. The crowd's eyes on his exposed, punished flesh created a new layer of deep shame that settled heavy in his stomach.

Solène helped him stand, but kept his skirt flipped up and panties lowered. "Now for the full lesson. On your hands and knees."

Theodore dropped to the floor in the center of the semicircle. The girls had a clear view from every angle. Solène retrieved her strap-on harness from a nearby table, the thick silicone cock already slick with lube. She stepped into it, adjusting the straps over her pencil skirt with calm efficiency.

Theodore's mind fractured under the weight of the moment. Public spanking had been degrading enough. This would be witnessed by all. Yet his hole clenched in anticipation, body betraying him once more. The trust that bound him here felt tighter than ever. Solène was not merely training him for the will's requirements. She was displaying her power to the entire cohort, ensuring his place as the school's latest corrected project became common knowledge.

She knelt behind him and pressed the thick head against his entrance. With one firm push, the cock split his asshole open, sinking several inches deep. Theodore moaned, the sound echoing in the quiet hall. Solène gripped his hips and drove forward until the full length filled him, bottoming out with a wet slap against his punished cheeks.

She began railing him hard. Deep, powerful strokes plowed his hole, the thick shaft stretching him wide on every thrust. The girls watched in rapt silence, some whispering comments as Solène fucked him openly. The wet, rhythmic sounds of penetration filled the room. Each bottoming-out sent jolts through his prostate, mixing the lingering sting from the spanking with sharp pleasure.

"Thank me," Solène commanded, pounding faster.

"Thank you, Madame Solène," Theodore gasped, voice breaking as she railed him mercilessly. His own dick hung heavy beneath him, swinging with each thrust and leaking steadily onto the floor.

The public exposure pushed his shame to new depths, yet the thrill of being watched while taken so thoroughly created a dangerous heat. Solène reached beneath him and stroked his shaft firmly, matching the pace of her deep anal fucking. The dual stimulation built rapidly.

His hole clenched around the pounding cock as climax crashed over him. His dick pulsed violently in her gloved hand, pumping thick jets of cum onto the polished floor in heavy, visible spurts. Stream after stream drained from his shaft while Solène continued plowing his ass through the orgasm, hips slapping against his reddened cheeks. The girls leaned in closer, drinking in every moan and spurt.

Even after he finished spilling, she kept thrusting for another minute, drawing out his sensitivity until he trembled. She finally pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube mixed with traces of his release.

Theodore remained on his hands and knees, breathing hard, body spent. The strange thrill mixed with shame began to take root inside him, a dark seed that felt dangerously close to acceptance. The girls' approving murmurs and Solène's satisfied gaze told him this display had changed something fundamental in the school's dynamics. His rebellion had been publicly crushed, and his submission was now a shared spectacle.


Chapter 8: Locked in Lace

Theodore sat at the small antique desk in the private etiquette salon, his posture rigid from lingering soreness. The public punishment from yesterday still burned across his ass cheeks every time he shifted. Deep conflict churned inside him. Part of him wanted to rebel harder, to prove he was still a man despite the uniform and the watching eyes. Another part, growing stronger, craved the strange relief that came when he surrendered to Solène's commands.

Madame Solène stood before him in a fitted charcoal suit, leather opera gloves gleaming under the soft lamplight. A faint jasmine perfume hung in the air, wrapping around him like an invisible leash. She held a silver key on a delicate chain, turning it slowly between her fingers.

"Today we refine your table manners and poise," she said calmly. "But first, we address the root of your defiance."

Theodore's gaze fixed on the small velvet box she placed on the desk. His heart rate quickened. The perfumed air felt heavier now, sweet and intoxicating, making his head light. He could still hear the echoes of the girls' whispers from the punishment hall, their eyes on his exposed body.

"Madame Solène, after yesterday I understand my place," he said, voice soft from weeks of elocution training. "Is this truly necessary?"

Solène circled behind his chair. Her gloved hands rested on his shoulders, squeezing with firm possession. "Your body learns faster than your mind. This will help align them. Stand and remove your panties."

He obeyed, sliding the delicate lace down his legs. His cock hung semi-hard, still sensitive from the previous day's rough treatment. Solène opened the velvet box and lifted out a polished metal chastity cage. The device looked small, unforgiving, with a curved tube and a tight ring.

She knelt gracefully in front of him. Cool fingers manipulated his balls, pulling them through the ring one by one. The cold metal clicked into place around the base of his shaft. Theodore sucked in a sharp breath at the confinement pressure. The tube slid over his cock, compressing it downward. Another decisive click locked it shut.

The denial ache began immediately, a deep, throbbing pressure that trapped his growing arousal. The metal felt unyielding against his skin, forcing his dick into a cramped, helpless position. The perfumed air mixed with the faint metallic scent of the cage, creating a new sensory trap that made his pulse race.

"This cage is your new best friend until you earn release," Solène said, rising to her feet. She held the silver key up to his lips. "Kiss it."

Theodore hesitated only a moment before pressing his mouth to the cool metal. The symbolic act sent a wave of submission through him. Solène smiled with satisfaction and slipped the chain around her neck, the key nestling between her breasts.

The lesson continued for twenty minutes. Theodore practiced delicate movements with silverware while the cage constantly reminded him of his new reality. Every small shift caused the metal to tug and squeeze. The denial ache deepened, turning into a persistent, frustrating throb. His balls felt heavy and full.

Solène watched him closely. "Your form is improving, but your mind still fights. We will correct that now."

She guided him to the wide velvet chaise near the window. Theodore's conflicted thoughts raged as she pushed him onto his back. The chastity cage stood out prominently, his trapped cock straining uselessly against the bars. Solène removed her jacket, revealing a sheer blouse beneath, then stepped into her strap-on harness. The thick silicone cock jutted forward, already slick with lube.

"Spread your legs," she ordered.

Theodore complied, knees falling open. The perfumed air felt warmer now, thick with tension. Solène climbed between his thighs, pressing the fat head of the dildo against his hole. She pushed forward steadily, stretching him open inch by inch. The fullness combined with the tight cage created an overwhelming contrast. His trapped dick pulsed painfully inside the metal as she sank deeper.

Solène began fucking him with slow, deep strokes. Each thrust bottomed out, grinding against his prostate. The confinement pressure in the cage intensified with every movement, turning pleasure into exquisite torment. Theodore moaned, hands gripping the chaise edges.

"Madame Solène, it aches," he gasped.

"Good. Feel how your body belongs to me now." She increased her pace, pounding his ass harder. The wet sounds of penetration mixed with the faint jingle of the key between her breasts. Her hips slapped against him rhythmically, driving the thick cock in and out of his stretched hole.

Theodore's mind fractured further. The public punishment had exposed him. This private claiming locked him. The cage prevented any real relief while Solène fucked him thoroughly, using his body for her pleasure. His prostate throbbed under the relentless pounding. Pre-cum leaked steadily from the slit of his caged dick, dripping down onto his belly.

Solène leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. She fucked him faster, angling to hit his sensitive spot on every thrust. The denial ache built into something unbearable, a deep pressure that begged for release that could not come.

"Please," Theodore whispered, voice breaking. The word slipped out unbidden.

Solène smiled against his neck and reached between them, pressing firmly on the cage while continuing to rail his ass. The added pressure on his trapped shaft pushed him over the edge in a ruined, intense climax. His hole clenched hard around the pounding cock as orgasm tore through him. His caged dick pulsed and twitched, forcing thin spurts of cum through the bars in weak, frustrated jets that spilled messily over his stomach and the lace of his uniform. He shuddered violently, moaning loudly as the waves crashed through his denied body, the orgasm both relieving and deeply unsatisfying.

Even as he came, Solène kept thrusting deep into his ass, drawing out every tremor until he lay limp and panting beneath her. She finally slowed and withdrew the strap-on with a wet sound, leaving his hole open and leaking.

Theodore lay there, chest heaving, the chastity cage now slick with his own spilled release. The metal felt even tighter after the orgasm, the denial ache already returning stronger. In that moment, something shifted in their dynamic. Solène had taken visible, permanent control over his pleasure. The trust's conditions felt secondary now. She was molding him into her ideal creation, and the other girls would see the cage beneath his skirt in future classes. His status as the school's sissy project was becoming more official.

Solène wiped him clean with a soft cloth, then adjusted the lace panties back over the locked cage. She dangled the key once more before tucking it safely between her breasts.

Theodore looked up at her, eyes glassy with exhaustion and need. For the first time, the words came freely.

"Please, Madame Solène. Let me earn release soon. I beg you."

The plea hung in the perfumed air, sealing his growing surrender.


Chapter 9: Feather and Flame

Theodore lay stretched across the wide velvet chaise in Solène's private salon, wrists secured loosely above his head with silk ties. The chastity cage gripped his throbbing shaft mercilessly, the metal cool and unrelenting after two days of constant denial. Desperate aching radiated from his trapped cock and heavy balls with every heartbeat. The smallest shift sent sharp frustration through his groin. His pleated skirt had been removed, leaving him in only the white blouse, lace bra, and sheer stockings.

Solène moved around him like a predator, her leather opera gloves creaking softly. She held a long white feather in one hand and a small silver bowl of ice cubes in the other. The perfumed air carried her jasmine scent mixed with the faint chill from the ice.

"Such a needy state you are in," she murmured, trailing the feather along the inside of his thigh. Goosebumps erupted across his skin instantly, racing upward toward the cage. The soft tickle contrasted painfully with the tight metal confinement.

Theodore's breath hitched. "Madame Solène, please. It has been too long. I cannot think straight anymore."

Solène smiled, dragging the feather higher until it brushed the exposed skin around the base of the cage. "Good girls leak for their Madame. Show me how much you need this."

The feather danced across his balls, then up the underside of the trapped shaft where it strained against the bars. Theodore arched, the building unbearable need making his hips twitch involuntarily. The goosebumps spread across his thighs and stomach. His mind screamed for release while his body betrayed him completely, leaking clear fluid from the cage's slit.

Solène set the feather aside and selected an ice cube. She traced it slowly around his left nipple, the freezing burn pulling a sharp gasp from him. Water droplets ran down his chest as the ice melted against his heated skin. She moved lower, circling his navel, then teasing the sensitive crease where thigh met groin. The cold made his caged cock jerk hard inside its prison.

The contrast overwhelmed him. The icy chill followed by the warm air created waves of sensation that amplified the denial ache tenfold. Theodore's thoughts fragmented. Days of chastity had worn down his resistance. He no longer dreamed of escape, only of her approval and the possibility of release. The trust, the school, his old life, they all felt distant compared to this burning need.

"Look at you," Solène whispered, pressing the ice directly against his balls. "So desperate. So pretty in your suffering."

Theodore moaned. "Madame, I beg you. Touch me properly. I need more."

She replaced the melted ice and picked up the feather again, alternating the soft torture with her gloved hands. One leather-covered palm stroked his inner thighs while the feather teased the leaking tip of his caged dick. The combination pushed him closer to the edge without any hope of full satisfaction. Pre-cum dripped steadily now, coating the metal and running down onto the chaise.

Twenty minutes later, Solène untied his wrists and repositioned him on his hands and knees. The denial had left him trembling. She retrieved her strap-on harness, buckling it over her pencil skirt. The thick silicone length gleamed with fresh lube.

"Beg properly," she commanded, rubbing the fat head against his exposed hole.

"Please fuck me, Madame Solène. I need to feel full."

She pushed forward, stretching his asshole open in one smooth thrust. The thick cock sank deep, bottoming out against his prostate. Theodore cried out at the sudden fullness. Solène gripped his hips and began a steady rhythm, plowing into him with long, controlled strokes.

The strap-on dragged across his sensitive inner walls with every thrust. The chastity cage swung heavily beneath him, the denial ache intensifying with each impact. Solène reached around and squeezed the metal prison, forcing more clear fluid to leak from the tip.

"Good girls leak for their Madame," she repeated, fucking him harder. Her hips slapped against his ass as she railed him deeply. The wet, rhythmic sounds of penetration filled the room. Theodore pushed back onto the cock despite himself, chasing the prostate stimulation that offered the only relief possible in his locked state.

The edging torment had lasted too long. Pressure built unbearably inside him. Solène pounded faster, angling every thrust to grind against his swollen prostate. Her gloved hand worked the cage, pressing and teasing without mercy.

The climax hit suddenly, ruined and intense. Theodore's hole clenched hard around the thrusting silicone shaft as waves crashed through him. His caged dick pulsed and twitched violently, forcing thin, weak spurts of cum through the bars in frustrated jets that splattered onto the chaise below. The orgasm drained him in shallow, unsatisfying pulses while Solène continued fucking him through it, drawing out every shudder and whimper. His body shook, ass taking every deep stroke as the ruined release left him even more desperate than before.

Solène slowed gradually, pulling out with a wet sound. Lube leaked from his stretched hole down his thighs. Theodore collapsed onto the chaise, breathing ragged, the chastity cage slick with his own pathetic emission. The ruined orgasm had not satisfied him. Instead, it deepened his addiction, making the need for her touch and approval sharper than ever.

She stroked his hair gently, her voice soft with praise. "You performed beautifully today. The girls will notice your improved obedience tomorrow."

Theodore remained on the chaise, body spent yet already aching for the next session. The chastity cage felt heavier now, a constant reminder of her total ownership. In that moment, he understood more clearly why previous corrected sons never returned to their old lives. Solène's training did not just change the body. It rewired the mind until surrender became the only path that made sense. The trust vesting at graduation felt less like freedom and more like the final seal on his new existence.


Chapter 10: Kneeling Devotion

Theodore knelt in the center of Solène's private study, knees pressed into the thick carpet, his body already trembling with need. The chastity cage dug into his aching flesh, a constant reminder of days without release. Craving approval and touch had overtaken any remaining sense of dignity. He no longer cared how he looked or what the girls thought. All that mattered was earning a kind word or a firm hand from Madame Solène.

She stood before him in her charcoal pencil suit, the silver key to his cage resting between her breasts. Her leather opera gloves gleamed as she adjusted the straps of her harness. A thick, realistic silicone cock jutted forward, veined and heavy.

"You have craved this moment," Solène said, voice low and commanding. "Show me how deeply you have fallen."

Theodore's mouth watered despite himself. The salty taste of dominance already lingered in his imagination. He leaned forward eagerly, lips parting. Solène guided the thick head across his tongue, letting him taste the smooth silicone mixed with a hint of cherry lube. He swirled his tongue around the tip with growing enthusiasm, eyes watering as he took more into his mouth.

The training began slowly. Solène's gloved hand rested on the back of his head, controlling the depth. "Deeper. Relax your throat. You were made for this."

Tears mixed with effort as Theodore pushed forward, gagging softly when the cock reached the back of his tongue. The salty taste intensified as more lube coated his mouth. He breathed through his nose, determined to please her. His caged dick throbbed painfully, leaking steadily inside the metal prison.

"Such devotion," Solène praised, pushing a little deeper. "Good girls swallow every drop of their lesson."

Theodore moaned around the thick shaft, the vibration making Solène's hips twitch. His mind had simplified to one goal: her approval. The weeks of transformation had stripped him bare. He no longer fought the feminine uniform or the soft tone of his voice. He lived for these private moments where she used him completely.

Solène took firmer control. She gripped his chestnut hair and began slow thrusts, fucking his mouth with measured strokes. The thick cock stretched his lips wide, sliding across his tongue and bumping the entrance to his throat. Saliva dripped from the corners of his mouth, mixing with tears that ran down his flushed cheeks. The sensory overload was intense, the salty cherry flavor, the heavy weight on his tongue, the leather scent of her gloves close to his face.

"Look at me while you serve," she ordered.

Theodore lifted his hazel eyes, maintaining eye contact as she pushed deeper. His throat bulged visibly with each thrust. Gagging sounds filled the quiet room, wet and obscene. Yet he did not pull away. Instead, he hollowed his cheeks and sucked harder, tongue working the underside with desperate skill.

Solène's breathing grew heavier. She fucked his face with increasing rhythm, hips rocking forward until her pelvis pressed against his nose on every thrust. The cock invaded his throat completely, cutting off his air for several long seconds at a time. Theodore's vision blurred with tears, but he held position, hands gripping her thighs for support. The salty taste flooded his mouth as she used him without mercy.

After several minutes of intense throat training, Solène pulled out, strings of saliva connecting his swollen lips to the glistening cock. "You are improving. Now show me true enthusiasm."

She sat on the edge of her desk and spread her legs. Theodore crawled forward on his knees, eager and broken. He took the strap-on back into his mouth immediately, bobbing his head with wet, sloppy sounds. His own caged cock leaked profusely, the denial ache mixing with burning need. Tears continued streaming down his face as he deepthroated her again and again, gagging but never stopping.

Solène moaned softly, one gloved hand stroking his hair. "That is it. Worship it like the devoted sissy you are."

The oral training intensified. She stood again and face-fucked him harder, holding his head in both hands while driving the thick cock into his throat. Theodore's nose pressed into her pelvis repeatedly. His throat convulsed around the invading length, milking it with every gag. Saliva poured down his chin onto his blouse. The salty taste overwhelmed his senses as she used his mouth like a toy.

The pressure in his cage became unbearable. The constant throat stimulation and submission pushed him toward the edge without direct touch. Solène noticed and smiled.

"Swallow every drop of your lesson," she commanded, thrusting deep one final time.

She triggered the reservoir in the dildo. Thick, warm, salty fluid pulsed into Theodore's throat in heavy spurts. He swallowed frantically, gulping down every jet as it flooded his mouth. Some escaped the corners of his lips, dripping down his chin. The act of swallowing her "cum" while locked and used sent him over the edge.

His caged dick twitched violently. A powerful, ruined orgasm ripped through him. Thin streams of cum forced their way through the bars of the cage, pulsing out in weak but visible spurts that splattered onto the carpet beneath him. His body shuddered hard, throat still full of the strap-on as the climax drained his heavy balls. Tears mixed with saliva ran freely down his face while he continued swallowing and sucking through his own release.

Solène held him in place until both his swallowing and his orgasm subsided. She finally withdrew the cock, leaving his lips swollen and shiny with fluids. Theodore remained on his knees, panting, chin wet, eyes glassy with satisfaction and deeper surrender.

In that quiet moment after the intense oral training, Theodore realized the truth with startling clarity. He lived for her approval. The pleasure, the pain, the humiliation, everything paled compared to the warm glow he felt when she looked at him with pride. The trust, the inheritance, his old identity, none of it mattered anymore. Solène had become the center of his world, and he would do anything to remain in her favor. The remaining chapters of his transformation now felt inevitable, even welcome.


Chapter 11: Mirror of Surrender

The soft glow of candlelight filled Madame Solène's private dressing room as Theodore stood motionless before the tall three-panel mirror. Fully immersed in the feminine role, he no longer questioned the pleated skirt brushing his thighs or the way his chestnut hair fell in soft waves around his made-up face. The chastity cage beneath his lace panties created a constant, familiar ache that grounded him in his new reality.

Solène moved behind him with deliberate grace, her leather opera gloves whispering against silk as she prepared the final touches. "Tonight we complete the picture," she said, voice rich with satisfaction. "You have earned this ritual."

She began with the breasts forms. The heavy silicone prosthetics, warm from being heated slightly, pressed against his chest as she secured them inside the lace bra. The sudden weight on his chest felt profound, a swaying, jiggling presence that shifted with every breath. Theodore inhaled sharply at the new sensation, the realistic forms creating realistic cleavage above the delicate neckline of his blouse.

The perfume came next. Solène sprayed a mist of jasmine and vanilla onto his neck and wrists. The scent enveloped him, sweet and feminine, clinging to his skin and mixing with his own natural warmth. It drifted upward, filling his nostrils with every movement and deepening the immersion.

"You look exquisite already," Solène murmured, stepping closer so her body pressed against his back. "But we are not finished."

Theodore watched in the mirror as she applied the final layers of makeup. Deep red lipstick renewed the color on his lips. Smoky shadow accentuated his hazel eyes. Blush highlighted his soft cheekbones. Each stroke made the reflection more convincingly female. His androgynous features, once a source of shame, now appeared perfectly harmonious in this feminine presentation.

The weight of the breasts forms pulled gently at his shoulders while the perfume on his neck created an intoxicating cloud around him. He felt beautiful. The realization settled deep in his core, stirring both peace and a strange, emotional ache.

"Madame Solène," he whispered, voice soft and trained, "I hardly recognize the person in the mirror."

Solène smiled, her silver-streaked chignon catching the light. "That is because you were never truly a boy, were you?"

The words struck him like a key turning in a lock. Theodore stared at his reflection. The girl in the mirror stared back with wide, shining eyes. Tears welled up as the final emotional breaking washed over him. No more fighting. No more pretending. This was him.

Solène turned him gently to face her. She kissed him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth while her gloved hands roamed over the new curves on his chest. Theodore melted into the kiss, the weight of the breasts forms pressing between them. His caged cock strained desperately against its prison.

She guided him to the large chaise positioned directly in front of the mirror. "Watch yourself as I take you," she commanded.

Solène removed her skirt and stepped into the strap-on harness. The thick, veined silicone cock stood proud. She bent Theodore over the chaise, facing the mirror, and hiked up his skirt. After applying generous lube, she pressed the fat head against his hole and pushed forward.

Theodore gasped as the thick cock split him open, sinking deep in one smooth thrust. The fullness combined with the visual in the mirror overwhelmed him. He watched his own face contort in pleasure as Solène began fucking him with long, powerful strokes. Her hips slapped against his ass while the breasts forms swayed heavily beneath him with every thrust.

"Look at her," Solène growled, pounding harder. "Look at the beautiful sissy taking my cock."

Theodore could not look away. His reflection showed flushed cheeks, parted red lips, and tears of overwhelming emotion running down his face. The weight of the breasts forms jiggled rhythmically as Solène railed his ass, the thick shaft plunging deep and grinding against his prostate on every stroke. The perfume on his neck mixed with the scent of sex and leather, creating a heady atmosphere that pushed him further into surrender.

Solène reached around and teased the bars of his chastity cage while continuing to fuck him relentlessly. The dual stimulation built rapidly. Theodore moaned openly, pushing back onto the cock, fully embracing the role.

The orgasm crashed through him without warning. His hole clenched tightly around the thrusting silicone shaft as waves of pleasure ripped through his body. Thin streams of cum pulsed through the bars of the cage, splattering onto the chaise in visible, rhythmic spurts. He shuddered violently, watching himself come in the mirror while Solène continued pounding his ass through the climax, drawing out every moan and twitch until he was spent and trembling.

Even after his release, she kept thrusting slowly, letting him feel every inch. Theodore remained bent over, staring at the beautiful, well-fucked sissy in the mirror. Genuine tears of joy spilled down his cheeks as the emotional breaking completed itself.

He turned his head slightly toward Solène, voice thick with emotion. "Thank you, Madame Solène. Thank you for showing me who I truly am."

The words came from the deepest part of him, filled with sincere gratitude. In that moment, the last fragments of his old identity dissolved completely. He belonged here, transformed and accepted under her guidance. The trust would vest soon, but the real inheritance was this new self, beautiful and devoted, standing revealed in the mirror of surrender.


Chapter 12: Claimed Completely

Theodore knelt in the center of the dimly lit private chapel, heart pounding with eager desperation. Candles flickered on the altar, casting long shadows across ancient wooden pews and stained glass windows. The air carried a faint trace of incense, but it was Solène’s presence that dominated everything. He was already stripped down to his lace panties, chastity cage straining painfully against his leaking cock. After the mirror ritual yesterday, all he craved was total possession. No more hesitation. Only her complete ownership.

The heavy oak door creaked open. Madame Solène entered wearing her charcoal pencil suit, leather opera gloves stretched tight over her hands, and the thick strap-on harness already buckled beneath her skirt. The realistic silicone cock swayed heavily as she approached.

"You look ready to be claimed completely," she said, voice echoing softly off the stone walls.

"I am, Madame Solène," Theodore replied, voice breathy and soft. "Please. I need you inside me. I need to feel owned."

Solène stopped before him, lifting his chin with one gloved finger. "Then show me how desperate you are."

Theodore leaned forward and kissed the head of the strap-on with reverent hunger. His tongue traced the thick veins, tasting the faint cherry lube. The leather scent of her gloves mixed with the emerging musk of sweat as she grew warm from anticipation. He took the cock deeper into his mouth, sucking eagerly while looking up at her.

The fullness and stretch would come soon. He could barely wait.

Solène watched him with dark satisfaction for several minutes before pulling him to his feet. She guided him to the altar steps, bending him forward over the polished marble surface. The cool stone pressed against his chest and the weight of his silicone breasts forms. She yanked his lace panties down to his ankles and spread his legs wider.

"Such a perfect offering," she murmured, dripping thick lube along his crack. Her gloved fingers worked it inside, stretching him open with two, then three fingers. Theodore moaned at the invasion, pushing back greedily.

The leather scent of her gloves grew stronger as sweat began to form on her skin from the effort. The chapel air felt thick, sacred and profane at once.

Solène positioned the fat head of the strap-on against his hole and pushed forward. Theodore gasped loudly as the thick cock split him open, stretching his ring wide before sinking deep. Inch after inch filled him until her hips pressed flush against his ass. The fullness was overwhelming, the stretch burning deliciously around the invading shaft.

"This is what you were born for, my perfect sissy," Solène said, gripping his hips tightly.

She began with slow, deep thrusts, letting him feel every ridge and vein dragging along his inner walls. Theodore’s caged cock leaked steadily onto the marble floor. The fullness made his prostate throb with every bottoming-out. Sweat beaded on his back, mixing with the leather scent rising from Solène’s body as she fucked him.

"Please, harder," he begged, voice echoing in the chapel. "Claim me completely."

Solène obliged. Her pace increased, turning into powerful, rhythmic pounding. The thick cock plowed into his ass with wet, obscene sounds that reverberated off the stone walls. Each thrust drove the full length inside him, bottoming out hard and grinding against his prostate. The stretch around his hole felt intense, almost too much, yet he pushed back for more.

Theodore’s mind floated in pure surrender. After weeks of training, this moment in the sacred space felt like the final seal. No more boy. Only Solène’s creation. The weight of his breasts forms swayed beneath him with every brutal thrust. Sweat ran down his thighs, mixing with lube that leaked from his stretched hole.

Solène reached around and squeezed his caged shaft while continuing to rail him mercilessly. "Feel how your body opens for me. This hole belongs to me now."

The pounding intensified. She fucked him with long, punishing strokes, hips slamming against his reddened ass. The leather scent of her gloves mixed with the sharp tang of their combined sweat filled Theodore’s senses. His prostate swelled under the relentless assault, sending electric pleasure through his denied cock.

He was close. Dangerously close.

Solène sensed it and slowed deliberately, controlling his orgasm. "Not yet. You will come only when I allow it."

She kept him on the edge for long minutes, alternating between deep grinding and fast, shallow thrusts. Theodore whimpered, tears of desperate need running down his face. The fullness and stretch consumed him completely. His hole fluttered around the thick cock, begging for release.

Finally, Solène gripped his hips hard and began the final ruthless assault. She pounded his ass with everything she had, the strap-on splitting him open again and again. The wet slapping of flesh echoed loudly in the chapel. Sweat dripped from her body onto his back.

"Now," she commanded. "Come for your Madame."

The orgasm exploded through Theodore with shattering force. His hole clenched violently around the pounding cock as waves of pleasure tore through him. His caged dick pulsed and spurted thin, powerful jets of cum onto the marble floor in visible, rhythmic streams. He cried out, body shaking uncontrollably while Solène continued railing him through the climax, forcing every drop from his trapped balls. The orgasm seemed endless, prolonged by the deep prostate stimulation until he was sobbing with overwhelming sensation.

Even after he finished spilling, Solène kept thrusting slowly, savoring the way his hole continued to flutter around her cock. She finally pulled out, leaving his stretched hole gaping and leaking lube down his thighs.

Theodore remained bent over the altar, panting, body spent and trembling. The intense claiming had shifted something final between them. Solène’s ownership was now absolute, not just physical but spiritual. The other girls, the staff, the entire school would sense the change when he appeared tomorrow. His transformation was nearly complete.

Solène helped him stand on shaky legs and pulled him into a deep kiss, her leather gloves cradling his face. She wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb.

"You have pleased me greatly," she whispered. "At graduation, I have the ultimate gift prepared for you. Something that will bind you to this life forever."

Theodore looked at her with glassy, devoted eyes, already hungry for whatever final possession she had planned. The chapel candles flickered around them as the promise hung in the air between them, heavy with dark promise.


Chapter 13: Vested in Silk

The grand hall of St. Margarethe's echoed with soft conversations and the rustle of silk as Theodore stood radiant on graduation day. Sunlight streamed through tall stained-glass windows, casting colorful patterns across the polished marble floor. He wore a custom cream silk gown that hugged his transformed body, the fabric cool and luxurious against his skin. His breasts forms created a graceful swell at his chest, his makeup was flawless, and his shoulder-length chestnut hair fell in elegant waves. The chastity cage beneath the gown created a familiar, throbbing reminder of complete surrender.

He felt radiant. Months of training had reshaped him into this poised, feminine figure. No trace remained of the resistant young man who had arrived at the gates. Only calm acceptance and deep, aching anticipation for what came next.

The girls sat in neat rows, watching him with a mixture of envy and knowing smiles. Clara winked from the front row. Madame Solène presided from the raised stage in a severe black suit, silver-streaked chignon gleaming, leather opera gloves resting on the podium.

The ceremony began. Names were called. When it was his turn, Theodore walked gracefully to the vesting podium, the silk gown whispering around his legs. The weight of the breasts forms swayed gently with each step. Applause rose, mixed with the sharp flash of cameras from a small group of trustees and lawyers. The sensory overload was intense. The lingering ache of possession from last night's claiming in the chapel still pulsed deep inside him.

"Theodore," Solène announced, her voice carrying through the hall, "has completed his refined feminine education with exceptional grace. Today, under the terms of the trust, he receives his inheritance under his new legal name."

She paused, eyes locking with his. "Theodora."

Theodore, now Theodora, felt a shiver run through him as the words echoed. The public acceptance settled over him like a warm cloak. Cameras flashed again, capturing his soft smile and the elegant curtsy he performed without thinking.

Solène continued the formal reading of the documents. The trust was officially vested. Papers were signed. Applause swelled louder. Yet beneath the ceremony, tension built. Theodora knew the true sealing would come privately, immediately after.

After the final congratulations, Solène dismissed the gathering with a graceful gesture. "Theodora will join me for the final private vesting rite. The rest of you may proceed to the reception."

The girls filed out, casting lingering glances. Once the heavy doors closed, Solène turned to Theodora with dark hunger in her eyes.

"Come here, my dear girl."

Theodora approached, heart racing. Solène led her behind the heavy velvet curtains at the back of the stage, into a small alcove containing a padded bench positioned before a tall mirror. The space was intimate, yet the distant murmur of the reception reminded them both of the public world just beyond the curtain.

Solène wasted no time. She pushed Theodora forward over the bench, hiking up the silk gown to expose her bare ass and the locked cage. The leather scent of her gloves filled the air as she applied generous lube between Theodora's cheeks.

"You have earned this final claiming," Solène murmured, pressing the thick head of her strap-on against the stretched hole. "This is what you were born for, my perfect sissy."

She thrust forward hard. Theodora moaned as the thick cock split her open, sinking deep in one powerful stroke. The fullness and stretch were overwhelming, the lingering ache from previous days blending with fresh pleasure. Solène gripped the silk gown at Theodora's waist and began fucking her with deep, possessive strokes.

The wet sounds of penetration mixed with the distant applause still echoing from the hall. Cameras might have captured the elegant graduate moments ago, but here, behind the curtain, Theodora was being claimed completely. Each thrust bottomed out, the thick shaft grinding against her prostate and sending jolts of sharp pleasure through her caged cock.

"Harder, Madame," Theodora begged, pushing back. "Take me completely."

Solène railed her ass with increasing force. The leather gloves dug into her hips as she pounded deep and fast. Sweat formed on both their bodies, mixing with the faint perfume still clinging to Theodora's neck. The silk gown bunched around her waist, the weight of her breasts forms pressing against the bench with every brutal thrust.

Theodora watched their reflection in the mirror. The beautiful woman in the cream gown being fucked mercilessly by the elegant headmistress created a powerful image. Tears of overwhelming joy and submission ran down her cheeks.

Solène reached around and teased the bars of the chastity cage while continuing to plow her hole. "Come for me while the trust is still fresh in your name."

The orgasm built rapidly under the relentless pounding. Theodora's hole clenched around the thick cock as climax exploded through her. Her caged dick pulsed and spurted, forcing thick jets of cum through the bars onto the floor in heavy, visible streams. She cried out, body shaking violently as wave after wave drained her balls. Solène kept fucking her through the entire orgasm, hips slamming forward and drawing out every shudder and spurt until Theodora was sobbing with pleasure.

Even after the release, Solène continued with slow, deep thrusts, savoring the fluttering of Theodora's well-used hole. She finally pulled out, leaving a gaping, leaking mess. Theodora remained bent over, breathing ragged, silk gown disheveled, body marked by complete possession.

Solène helped her stand and adjusted the gown with gentle hands. She cupped Theodora's face, kissing her deeply.

"Welcome to your real inheritance, my dear girl."

Theodora looked into her eyes, radiant and utterly transformed. The trust was vested. The name was changed. The body and mind were remade. Yet as the distant applause continued and the reception waited, she realized with quiet certainty that this was only the beginning of her new life. Solène's control, the girls' knowing smiles, the future under this elegant, merciless guidance stretched out before her like an endless, beautiful path. She was home.
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